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“Outwitting the Hun”

By LIEUTENANT PAT O'BRIEN

(Copyright, 1914, by Pat Alvs O'Brien)

FROM A PRISON CAMP 0'BRIEN WATCHES LAST FIGHT AND
FATAL FALL OF HIS CHUM, PAUL RANEY. ’

morvice In the Ameriean flying cory
joips the British Royal Flying corps

pervice on the front. He engnges

death by n miracle, awnkes to find

Synopsis—Pnt O'Brien, # resident of Momenece, M1, after secing

ing period Is sent to France. He 18 assigned to a squadron In active

fiyers, from which he emerges victorious,
German fiyers, O'Brien 18 shot down, He falls 8,000 feet and, escaping

hosplital, with a bullet hole in his mouth,

& on the Mexican border In 19140, |
In Canadn, and after n brief train-

In seversl hot fights with German
IFinaily, In a fAght with four

i himself a prisoper in a German

CHAPTER IV—Continued.
S —

When my *“chummy enemy”™ frst
started his convorsation with me, the
German doctor In charge reprimanded
him for talking to me, but he pald no
attention to the doctor, showing that
some real Americanism had sonked
into his system while he had been In
the 1. 8. A. [ asked him one day what
he thought the German people would
do after the war; if ha thought they
would make Germany a republie, and
much to my surprise he sald very bit-
terly, “If 1 had my way about It, 1
would make her a republic today and
hang the d——d kalser In the bar-
galn” And yet he was considered an
excellent soldler. 1 concluded, how-
aver, that he most have been a Ger
man socialist, though he never told me
so, On one ocenslon I asked him for
his name, but he sald that I would
probably never see him mgain and It
dido't matter what his name was., 1
did not know whether he meant that
the Germans would starve me out, or
Just what was on his raind, for at that
dme I am sure he did not figure on
dylng. The first two or three days
was In the hospital I thought surely
would be uwp and gone long before
was, but blood polsoning set In
bout that time, and just a few hours
fore I left for Courtral he died.
One of those days, while my wound
still very troublesome, I was
given an apple; whether It was just to
torment mwe, knowing that I could not
whether for some other rea-
not know, But anyway a
German fiylng officer there had several
in his pockets und gave me a nice ona
Of course there was no chauce of my
eating it, 8o when the officer had gone
I discovered this San Franclsco
looking at It rather longingly,
cked it up, Intending to toss It
to him, But bhe shook his head
sald, “If this was San Francisco
I would take it, but I cannot take It
from you here.” 1 was never able to
understand just why he refused the
apple, for he was usually sociable and
& good fellow to talk to, but appar
ently he could not forget that I was
his enemy, However, that did not stop
one of the orderlies from eating the
apple.

One practice about the hospltal im-
pressed me particularly. That was,
If a German wsoldler did not stand
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that he got well. But If a man hud
& fairly good chaunce of recovering and
they thought he might be of some fur-
ther use, everything that medieal skill
could possibly do was done for lLim.
know whether this was done
orders or whether the doctors
just followed thelr own Inclinntions

had been badly jarred up
shot, and I hoped that I might
& chance to have them fixed
when 1 reached Courtral, the prison
I was to be taken. Bo I asked

gthe doctor If it would be posaible for
e to have this work done there, but
lhe very curtly told me that, although
were several dentlsts at Coure
firal, they were busy enough fxing the
toeth of thelr own men without both-
ering about mine. He also ndded that
I would pot have to worry about my
Ssoth; that I wouldn't be getting so
mt they would pe put out
of by working overtime, 1
wanted to tell him that from the way
thitigs looked he would not be wear
ing his out very woon either,
My condition improved during the
pext two days, and oo the fourth day
of my captivity I was well enough to
write a brief mesmage to my squad
ruq, reporting that 1 was a prisoner of
wgr and “feeling fine,” although, ns a
matter of fact, 1 was never so de
pressed o my lfe. I reallzed, how-

ever, that If the message reaceed my

somrades it would be relayed to my
mother in Momence, Tl and 1 did not

want to worry ber more than was ab-
It was enough for
her to know that I was a prisoner. Bhe
know that 1 was

solutely necessary.
dld ol bhave to

l

I had hopes that my message would
earried over the lines nnd dropped

be
by one of the German fiylog officers

That Ia a courtesy which Is usunlly
I recalled

procticed on both sides

hew patlently we had walted ln our
slrdrome for news of our men who hpd

falled to return, and 1 could pletur
gay squodron speculdting on my fate

That Is one of the saddest things
Damnectod with serviee In the I F. C

nn orderly told me there was a beautl-
ful battle golng on In the alr, and he

1 readily accepted his assistance,

you, but the constant cnsunltion among
your friends are very depressing.

You go out with your “flight” and
get Into a muss, You get scatlered,
and when your formution is broken up
you finally wing your way home alone,
Perhaps you are the first to land
Boon another machine shows In the
sliy, thon another, and you patiently
walt for the rest to appear. Within an
hour, perhaps, all huve shown up save
one, and you begin to speculate and
wonder what has happened to him,
Hus he lost his way? Has he landed
at some other alrdrome? Did the
Huns get him?

When dorkness comes you realize
that, at any rate, he won't be back that
night, and you hope for a telephone
enall from him telling of his where-
abouts.

If the night passes without slgn or
word from him, he I8 reported as miss-
Ing and then you watch for his cas-
ualty to appear In the war office lists,
One day, perhnps a month later, a
messnge I8 dropped over the line by
the German flylng corps with a list of
pllots eaptured or killed by the Huns,
and then, for the first time, you know
definitely why it was your comrade
falled to return the day he last went
over the line with his squadron.

I was stlll musing over this melan-
choly phase of the scout's life when

volunteered to help me outside the
hospital that 1 might witnesa it, and

That afternoon I saw one of the
gamest fights I ever expect to witness.
There were silx of our machines
agninst perhaps sisteen Huns,  From
the type of the Britsh machines I knew
that they might possibly be from my
own aerodrome. Two of our machines
had been appurently plcked out by
six of the Huns and were bearing the
brunt of the fight. The contest seemed
to me to be so unequal that victory for
our men was hardly to be thought of,
and yet at one time they so completely
outmaneuvered the Huns that X
thought thelr superior skill might save
the day for them, despite the fact that
they were 8o hopelessly outnumbered,
One thing I was sure of: they would
never give tn,

Of course, It would have been & com-
paratively slmple matter for our men,
when they saw how things were golng
ngalnst them, to have turned thelr
noses down, landed behind the Ger-
man lines and given themselves up as
prisoners, but that is not the way of
the . F, Q.

A battle of this kind seldom lasts
many minutes, although every second
seems llke an hour to those who por-
tielpate in it, nnd even onlookers suf-
fer more thrills in the course of Lhe
struggle than they would ordinarily
experience In a lfetime. 1t I8 appor-
ent even to & novice that the loser's
fute Is death,

Of ecourse, the Germans around the
hospital were all watehing and rooting
for thelr comrades, but the English,
(0o, had one sympathizer in that group
who made no eMort to stifle his admira-
tlon for the bravery his countrymen
were displaylng.

The end came suddenly. Four ma-
chines crashed to earth almost shmul-
tanecously., It was an even broak—two
of thelrs and two of ours. The others

lines,
The wound in my mouth made It (m-

upparently returned to thelr respective

possible for me to #peak, but by means

nlso from my squadron and a man 1
knew well—Lieutenant Kelth of Aus-
tralia, I had given him a picture of
myself only a few hours before I start-
ed on my own disastrous flight. “He
wns one of the star pllots of our squad-
ron and had been In many a desperate
battle before, but this time the odds

wonderful fight and he gave as much
g8 he took.
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Belongingas of Lieutenant O'Brien,

The other British pllot whe fell was

were too great for him. He put up a

The next two days passed without
incident and I was then taken to the
lptelligence department of the German
flying corpa, which was loeated about
an hour from the hospital, There I was
kept two days, during which time they
put & thousand and one questions to
mé, While I was thers I turned over
to them the mesasage I had written In
the hospital and asked them to have
one of their flyers drop It on our side
of the line,

They asked me where I would like to
have It dropped, thinking perhaps 1
would give my airdrome away, but
when I smiled and shook my head, they
did not insist upon an answer.

“T'l drop It over ——," declared one
of them, naming my alrdrome, which
revenled to me that thelr Nying corps
is as efliclent as other branches of the
service In the matter of obtalning valu-
uble Information.

And right here I want to say that the
more 1 came to know of the enemy, the
more keenly I realized what a diflicult
tnsk we're golng to have to lick him.
In ull my subsequent experiences, the
fact that there 1a m heap of fight left
in the Huns still was thoroughly
brought home to me. We shull win
the war eventually, If we don't slew
up too soon, in the mistaken fdea that
the Huns are ready to lle down.

The flying officers who questioned
me were extremely saxious to Nind out
all they could ubout the part Awerica
Is golng to play In the war, but they
evidently came to the conclusion that
Aamerien hado't taken me very deeply
into her confldence, judging from the

had been shot down,

of one of the victlins,
of Paul Raney of Toronto, and myself
tnken together!

In France.

when 1 was reported

my possession,

of & pencll and paper 1 requested one
of the German officers to Nnd out for
me who the English oflicers were who

A little Inter he returned and handed
meé a photograph taken irom the body
It was a picture

"

Poor Raney ! He wus
the best friend I had and one of the
best and gamest men who ever fought

It wus he, I learned long after, who,
missing, had
checked over all my belongings and
sent them back to Eoglond with n
sligned memorandvm—wlhich I8 now In
Poor fellow, he litle
reallzed then that but a doy or two

Information they got, or falled to get,
from me,
At any rote, they guve me up as A
bad job, and 1 was ordered to the offi«
cers’ prison at Courtral, Belgium.,

CHAPTER V.

The Prison Camp at Courtral,
From the Intelligence depurtmoent I

killed In action, bot 1 was to'd by un
English afrman who wiitnessed His lnst

nnd died a hero's death,

et I over fo los Do e | 3

B dowr s weneh what hers sun tu

when T visttiel vham i Tao

ey

Photograph of Official Memorandum, Giving an Inventory of the Personal

tenant Raney When O'Brien Was Reported Missing on August 17, 1917,

form the hardest and saddest duty ]
have ever been called upon to execute
—to confirm to them In person the
tidings of poor Paul's death,

wis conveyed to the officers' prison
camp at Courtral ln an automobile, It
wins about an hour's rlde. My escort
wns one of the most famops yvers In
the world, burring none. He wus lnter

combaut, that he fought & guine battle

Which Were Turned Over to Lieu

and directly Into a courtyard, on which
faced all of the prison bulldings, the
windows, of course, belng heavily
barred. After I had given my pedigree
~—my name, age, address, ete~I was
shown to a cell with bars on the win-
dows overlooking this courtyard., I
was promptly told that at night we
were to occupy these rooms, but I had
nlréady surveyed the surroundings,
taken account of the number of guards
and the locked door outside, and con-
cluded that my chances of getting
away from some other place could be
no worse than In that particular cell

As I had no hat, my helmet being the
only thing I had worn over the lines
I wns compelled elther to go bare
headed or wear the red cap of the
Bavarlan whom I had shot down on
that memorable day, It can be Im-
agined how I looked attired In a Brit-
ish uniform and a bright red cap.
Wherever I was taken my outfit
aroused conslderable curlosity among
the Belgians and German soldlers.
When I arrived at prison that day I
still wore this cap, and as I was taken
into the courtyard, my overcoat cover-
ing my uniform, all that the British
officers, who happened to be sunning
themselves In the courtyard, could see
was the red cap. They afterwards told
me they wondered who the “bug Hun"
was with the bandage on his mouth.
This cap I managed to keep with me,
but was never allowed to wear It on
the wnlks we took. I elther went bare-
hended or borrowed a cap from some
other prisoner,
At certaln hours each day the pris-
oners were allowed to mingle in the
courtyard, and on the first occaslon of
this kind I found that there were 11
officers imprisoned there besldes my-
self.

They had here Interpreters who
could speak all langunges. Ome of
them wns a mere boy who had been
born In Jersey City, N. J, and had
spent ali his lfe in America untll
the beginning of 1014, Then he moved
with his folks to Germany, and when
he became of military age the Huns
forced him Inte the army. I think If
the truth were known he would much
rither have been fighting for America
than agalost her.
I found that most of the prisoners
remalned at Courtral only two or
theee doys. From there they were in-
variably taken to prisons in the lnte-
rior of Germany.

Whether It was because I was an
American or because I was a fyer, 1
don't know, but this rule was wot fol-
lowed In my ease. I remalned there
two weeks,

sectien 1n the «iny time 1 went out and
witched the machines and the shrap-

nel bursting all saround ; but the Ger
mans did not erowd out theve, for thelr
own antinlreraft gung were hommers
Ing awny to keep our plunes on bizh

In the sky ns possible, and shells were
likely to fall in the prison yard any
moment. Of course I watehed theze
battles at my own rigk, Many nights
from my prison window 1 watched
with pecullar Interest the alr ralds
earrled on, and It was a wonderful
sight with the Germman searchlights
playing on the sky, the “flaming on-
lons™ fired high and the burst of the
antinireraft guns, but rauther an un-
comfortable sensation when I realized
that perhaps the very next minute a
bomb might be droppe® on the bullding
In which I wns n prisoner. But per-
haps all of this was better than no
exciternent at all, for prison life soon
becime very monotonous,

One of the hardest things I had to
endure throughout the two weeks I
spent there was the sight of the Hun
machines flylng over Courtral, know-
ing that perhaps I never would have
another chance to fly, nnd 1 used to sit
by the hour watching the German ma-
chines mancuvering over the prison,
as they had an airdrome pot far awny
and every afternoon the students—or
I took them for students because their
fiying was very poor—appenred over
the town. One certain Hun seemed to
find particular satisfaction In flying
right down over the prison nightly, for
my special discomfort and benefit, it
seemed, as if he knew an alrman im-
prisoned there was valnly longing to
try his wings again over their Ilines.
But I used to console myself by sny-
Ing: “Never mind, old boy, there was
never a bird whose wings could not
be clipped If they get him just right,
and your turn will come some dny.”
One night there was an exception-
ally heavy alr rald golng on. A num-
ber of German officers came Into my
room, and they all seemed very much
frightened. I jokingly remarked that
it wonld be fine If our alrmen hit the
old prison—the percentage would be
very satisfactory—one English officer
and about ten German ones. ‘They
didn't seem to appreclite the jJoke,
however, and, indeed, they were up-
parently too much alarmed at what
was golng on overhead to laugh even
at their own jokes. Although these
night ralds seem to take all the sturch
out of the Germans whiie they are
going on, the officers were usually as
brave as llons the next day and spoke
contemptuonusly of the rald of the
night before.

I saw thousands of soldlers In Cour-
tral, and although they did not lm-
press me a8 having very good or abun-
dant food, they were fairly well
clothed. I do not mean to imply that
conditions pointed to an early end of
the war. On the contrary, from what
I was able to observe on that point,
unless the Huns have an absolute crop
fallure they can, in my opinlon, go on
for years! The ldea of our belng able
to win the war by starving them out
strikes me as ridiculous. This Is a
war that must be won by fighting, and
the sooner we reallze that fact the
sooner It will be over.

Rising hour In the prison was seven
o'clock. Drenkfast cnme at elght. This
conslsted of a cup of coffee and noth-
ing else. If the prisoner had the fore-
sight te save some bread from the pre-
vious day, he had bread for breakfast
also, but that never happened In my
case, Sometimes we had two cups of
coffes, that 18, near-coffee.

For luonch they gave us bolled sugar
beets or some other vegetable, and
once In & while some kind of pickled
meat, but that happened very seldom.
We also recelved a third of a loaf of
brend—war bread. This war bread
wns as heavy as a brick, black and
sour, It was supposed to last us from
noon one day to noon the next., Ex-
cept for some soup, this was the whole
lunch menu,

Dinner came at 5:30 p. m, when we
sometimes had a little Jam made out
of sugar beets, and a preparation
called tea, which you had to shake vig-
orously or it settled In the bottom of
the cup, and then about all you had
was hot water. This “tea™ was a sad
blow to the Englishmen. If It hadn't
been enlled tea they wouldo't have felt
so badly about It, perhaps, but it was
adding ilnsult to injury to eall that
stuff “ten,” which with them Is almost
a national institution,

Ouece 1n n while a Belglan Ladies
Rollef rectety vidted the prison and
uraugiot 98 leddrerchiefs, American
soap=—-<ihich gells at about §150 a
bar 1n DBelgium—togihbrushes and
other iitte articles, all of which were
Ameriean made, but whether they
were supplied by the American re-
lef committee or not T dou't know.
At any rate, these gifts were mighty
ugeful and were very much appre-
ciated.

One day I offeted a button off my
uniform to one of these Belgian ladies
ns a souvenir, but a German guard
saw me and I wos never allowed to
g0 near the visitors afterwards.

The sanitary conditions In thid
prison eamp were excellent 88 a gea-
eral proposition. One night, however,
I discovered that I had been cap~
tured by “cootfes™

This was a novel experience to me
and one' that I would have been very
willing to have missed, because In
the flying corps our alrdromes are a
number of miles back of the lines and
we have good billets and our sacqualnt-
ance with such things as “cootles” and
other unwelcome visitors 1s very lUm-
ited.

When I discovered my eondition, I
mude a holler and roused the guard,
and right then I got another example
of German efliclency.

This guard seemed to be even more
perturbed about my complaint than I
myself, evidently fearing that he would
be hlamed for my condition.

The commandant was summoned
and I could see that he was very an-
gry. Bomeone undoubtedly got a se-
vere reprimand for It

I wans taken out of my cell by a
guard with a rifle and conducted about
a quarter of & mile from the prison
to an old factory bullding which had
been converted into an elaborate fuml-
gating plant. There I was given a
pickle bath in some kind of solution,
and while T was absorblng It my
clothes, bed clothes and whatever else
hnd been In my cell was belng put
through another fumigating process,

While T was waiting for my things
to dry—it took perbaps half an hour—
I had a chance to obferve about one
hundred other victims of “cooties™—
German soldlers who had become In-
fested In the trenches, We were all
nude, of course, but appareutly it was
not difficnlt for them to recognize me
as a foreigner even without my unl-
form on, for none of them made any
attempt to talk to me, although they
were very busy talking about me, I
could not understand what they were
saying, but I knew I was the butt of
most of thelr jokes and they made no
effort to conceal the fact that I was
the subject of conversation.

When I got back to my cell I found
that It had been thoroughly fumigated,
and from that time on 1 had no further
trouble with “cootles” or other visi-
tors of the same kind,

As we were not allowed to write
anything but prison cards, writing was
out of the question; and as we had no
reading matter to spenk of, reading
was nll. We had nothing to do teo
pass away the time, so consequently
cards became our only diversion, for
we did, fortunately, have some of
these,

There wasn't very much money as &
rule in elrculation, and I think for once
in my life 1 held most of that, not due
to any particular ability on my part
In the gume, but I happened to have
several hundred francs In my pockets
when shot down., But we held a lot-
tery that was watched without gquite
such Intense Interest as that, The
drawing wis always held the day before
to learn who was the lucky man. There
was as much specuiation as to who
would win she prize as If it had been
the finest treasure In the world. The
great prize was one-third of a loaf of
bread, Through some arrangement,
which I never quite figured out, It
happened that among the eight or tea
oflicers who were there with me, there
wansg always onethird of a louf of
bread over. There was just one way
of getting that bread, and that was to
draw lots, Consequently that was what
started the lottery. I belleve If a man
had ever been Incljned to cheat bhe
would have been sorely tempted (o this
instance, but the game was played ab-
solutely square, god If & man had beea
enught cheating the chances are that
he would have been shunned by the
rest of the officers as long ns he was
in prison. I was fortunate enough to
win the prize twice,

Sometimes with this meal they gave
us butter lnetend of jam, and once in
a while we had some kind of canned
ment.

This comprised (g 'esunl run of eat-
ables 101 ‘ue dny~—I can eat more than
that for breohfant! In the days that
wute to come I learned that I was to
fare consldernbly worse.

We were allowed to send out and
buy & few things, but as most of the
prisoners were without funds this was
but an empty privilege. Once I took
advantage of the privilege to send my
shoes to a Belglan shoemaker to be

marks—$6!

half-soled. They charged me 20*

11
| As he was traveling with oth-
er prisoners toward a prison
\ camp in the heart of Germany, I
O'Brien conceived the idea of
leaping through the car window
in a desperats attempt to gain
his liberty. There was one r'
chance In a thousand that he

would escape death or re-
capture. O'Brien toock the
chance, Read about this thrilk

ing expleit in the next install-
ment.

During this period Courtral was con-
stunily bombed by our alrmen. Not &
single day or night passed without one
or more alr ranlds. In the two weeks
I was there [ counted 21 of them, The
town sulfered & great deal of damoge.
Evidently our people were aware that
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Facsimile of the Check Given to Lieutenant O'Brien as a Joke by Lieutenant

Dickson When They Wers

Fellow Prisoners at Courtral.
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